THE SCENE IS CHANGED

and warships navigating a sheet of water whose trim islets
made it look like an ornamental pond in tropical public
gardens. The sun in the heavens fantastically reminded us
that we were moving eastward through the canal, in fact
back towards New York, and not westward as we should
have supposed. Alongside our boat in the Cut puffed an
absurd train that had picked up laggards from Cristobal,
mostly those recovering from the night before. Everybody
scanned the banks for alligators. Towards nightfall, as the
locks dropped us a step at a time, it was exciting to see the
Pacific below, and the lights of Panama City.
In this port we took aboard a circus, which added much
to the theatrical pleasure of the voyage. A roundabout and
swings with booths and a cage of lions were " discovered ",
as dramatists used to say, at dawn next morning on the after
deck, embarrassingly near the canvas swimming-pool of the
little liner ; and with them the personnel of the circus who
were steerage passengers, all of them in fact except the
proprietor and his kdy trapeze artists who were first class.
The blandishments of the captain's table were unavailing to
persuade the trapeze beauties to do their act from mast to
mast as we steamed through the Pacific waters; nor would
the lion-tamer consent to enter the cage of his charges, to
whom ocean travel was distasteful. We parted from the
circus at Corinto, where the Spanish-Indian lightermen
alongside, after unloading barbed wire from our crane for
hours together, were more than surprised by the appearance
of lions descending on them from mid-air. Almost as
pleasing was the view of the roundabout wafted from the
deck with its boats and swans and ponies turning in the
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